Hamlet’s soliloquy on being...

To be, or not to be, that is the question—

Whether 'tis Nobler in the mind to suffer

The Slings and Arrows of outrageous Fortune,

Or to take Arms against a Sea of troubles,

And by opposing end them? To die, to sleep—

No more; and by a sleep, to say we end

The Heart-ache, and the thousand Natural shocks
That Flesh is heir to? 'Tis a consummation
Devoutly to be wished. To die, to sleep,

To sleep, perchance to Dream; Aye, there's the rub,
For in that sleep of death, what dreams may come,
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

Must give us pause. There's the respect

That makes Calamity of so long life:

For who would bear the Whips and Scorns of time,
The Oppressor's wrong, the proud man's Contumely,
The pangs of despised Love, the Law’s delay,

The insolence of Office, and the Spurns

That patient merit of the unworthy takes,

When he himself might his Quietus make

With a bare Bodkin? Who would these Fardels bear,
To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

But that the dread of something after death,

The undiscovered Country, from whose bourn

No Traveler returns, Puzzles the will,

And makes us rather bear those ills we have,

Than fly to others that we know not of.

Thus Conscience does make Cowards of us all,
And thus the Native hue of Resolution

[s sicklied o'er, with the pale cast of Thought,

And enterprises of great pitch and moment,

With this regard their Currents turn awry,

And lose the name of Action. Soft you now,

The fair Ophelia. Nymph, in all thy Orisons

Be thou all my sins remembered.
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Bad Quarto (1603)

Haem. To be,ornot tobe, I there’s the peint,
To Die, toflecpe,isthat u~=w I »__«nrad
No,to flecpe,to dreame, it goes,
Forin .—Eﬂn&ﬁn of death, when wee munvﬂn.
And bornebefore an euerlafling ~E_mn.
Fromwhenceno paflenger euerreturnd,
The vndifcouered country, atwhofe fight
._._.n.‘_nvv« ?r.n.._n.wm”_: the Sﬂm—_n-wr damn'd,
But for this,theio thi
Whol'd beare the noarhm“._ flactery of the world,
Scorned by the right rich,therich curfTed of the poore?
The widow being opprefled,the orphan wrong'd,
T he tafte of hunger, or a tirants raigne,
And thouland more calamities b
To grunt and (weate vader this weary life,
When that he may his full Qwiets make,
Witha bare bodkin, who would shis indure,
But fora hope of fomethirig after death?
Which pufles the braine, and doth confound the fence
‘Which niakes vs rather beare thofe euilles we haue,
Than flieto otheraghat weknow notof.
1 that,O this confcience makescowardes of vsall,
Lady in thy orizons, be all my finnes remembred.

Good Quarto (1604-1605)

Ham. Tobe, or not to be, that is the queftion,
Whether tis noblerin the minde to fuffer
The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune,
Or totake Armes againt afeaof troubles,
Andby oppofing, end them, to dic to fleepe
No more, and by a fleepe, to fay we end
The hart-ake, and the thoufand naturall fhocks
That fleth is heire to; tis a confumaticn
Deuoutly to be wifht to die to fleepe,
To fleepe, perchance to dreame, 1 1here’s the rub,
Forinthat{leepe of death whar drcames may come
‘When we haue fhuffled off this mortall coyle
Mault give vs paufe, cherc’s the refpeét
That makes calamitic of fo long life :
Forwho would beare the whips and (cornes of time,
Th'oppreflors wrong, the proude mans contumely,
The pangs of defpiz'd loue, the lawes delay,
Theinfolence of office, and the (purnes
That patient merrit of th'vaworthy takes,
When he himfelfe might his quictas make
Withabare bodkin; who would fardels beare,
To grunt and fweat vader aweariclifc,
But that the dread of fomething after death,
The vndifcouer'd country, from whole borne
No trauiler returnes, puzzels the will,
And makes v rather beare thofeills we haue,
Then flie to others that we know not of,
Thus confcience dooes make cowards,
And thus the natiue hiew of refolation
Is fickled ore with the pale caft of: thought,
And enterprifes of great pitch and moment,
With this regard theyr currents turne awry,
Andloofe the name of action. Soft you now,
The faire Opheia, Nimph in thy orizons
Be allmy finnes remembred.

First Folio (1623)

Ham. Tobe,ornot to be, thatis the Queftion :
Whether "tis Nobler in the minde to fuffer
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune,
Or :W.qu_.o Armes -m_-wﬂwhmn- . troubles,
And by oppofing en :to dye,to fleepe
Nomore; !_x:%u =3_X.3A.swﬁ.n end
The Heart-ake, and the choufand Naturall fhockes
That Flethis heyre too? ‘Tis a confummation
Deuoutly tobe with'd, To dyeto flecpe,
ToLeepe, perchance to Drcamey I, there’s the rub,
Forin that (lcepe of death, what dreames may come,
When we have fhufflel'd off this morrall conle,
Muft giue vs Mui..n. There's therefpe@
Thacmakes Calamiry of (o long life :
For who would beare the Whips and Scornes of i time,
The Oppreflors wrong, the poore mans Contu
The pangs of. &..v:s.% _.oco.w”v..on Lawes ._nrv..ﬂo_w.
Thenfolence of Office,and the Spurnes
That patient merit of the vaworthy takes,
When he himfeifc might s Qwerss make
Wichabare Bodkin? Whe wauld thefe Fardles beare
To grunt and fweat vnder 8 weary life,
But that the dread of fomething after death,
The vaditcoueted Countrey, from whofe Borne
No Traveller returnes, Pazels che will,
And makes vs rather beare thefeilles we have,
Then flye to others that we know not of.
Thus Confcience docs make Cowards of vsall,
Ard thus the Native hew of Refolution
Isficklied o're, with the pale caft of Thoughe,
And encerprizes of grear pith and moment,
Wichthis regard their Currants turne away,
And loofe thename of A&ion. Soft younow,
The faire Opbelia? Nimph, in chy Onizons
Beall iy finnes remembred,



